At a signal from Dad the hoy would push off with his
cart, Dad would gallantly offer Mother his arm, and they
would follow. I would bring up the rear of^ the little
procession. So we moved through Clapham's silent streets,
pioneers setting forth into the unknown to start a new home
in a new and untried land. Adventure tingled in my
toes, and where the moon or a street lamp splashed the pave-
ment with light, my feet would begin to dance. . . .